But, for that matter, the flat outlived 'The Black Boy*.
John had lost money in the American slump and her income
had thereby been practically halved. Our personal maid
(of the * useful' type) had to go and if we were to retain the
London flat we must look out for humbler quarters in
Rye . . . something that would involve less upkeep and less
staff. It was just at that moment that the cottage in the
Hucksteps, in which we had passed our first night in Rye,
became available at a very low figure. We sold 'The Black
Boy* and she gave me 'The Forecastle* which, little as we
knew it, was to be our last home in England.
Altogether we lived in Rye for a good many years, off
and on; lived there, I mean, in the sense that it was our home
to which we returned: from London, from Paris, from
Bagnoles, from Italy. We dearly loved the cottage and the
little town with its arrogant motto: * God save Englonde and
the Towne of Rye', and I think John has made her love of
it very obvious in The Sixth Beatitude* Even after years of
familiarity it kept its glamour; we collected every book
that mentioned it and John paid absurd prices in order to
give me a Daniel Gill clock, Holloway's History of Rye and
Jeake's Charters of the Cinque Ports.
I remember one of the last Christmases we spent there,
We had left a convivial party late on Christmas eve and
had come out into brilliant frosty moonlight. We could
not make up our minds to go home and walked about
staring at the moonlit streets until past three o'clock in the
morning.
We also loved die marsh, and Smallhythe, a few miles
away, where lived our friends Edy Craig, Christopher
St. John and Tony Atwood in what must be one of the
loveliest cottages upon earth with its garden that merges
into the marsh.
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